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are like that/' exclaimed Jusuf Shah when I told
him. "Sign a paper they won't; give you money, they
will."

We often went to the Mosque in company, and
on one occasion, at Mograb, strolled into a section
of the building where sounded a continuous twitter-
ing. "Surely/1 I said, "they do not keep caged birds
here?"

"Certainly," answered my companion.

"It is against the teachings of Islam to let them live
in captivity/' I told him. A remark which astonished
my friend, though he was a Syed. He cried: "If you
know such things, why don't you lecture on them?
You would make all the expenses you have had in going
to Mecca/' I answered that I could not do this since
my learning was not great enough. "I wish," said
Jusuf, "that I knew as much."

For me it was pleasant to meet a young Egyptian*
He lived at the hotel and knew little about India. To-
gether we once went purchasing fruit, and during the
course of our talk, he asked me, "What is the food that
tastes like Hell, and burns like Hell?" (Curry is un-
known in the Nile country.)

Our path took us through the evil-smelling streets
of the native quarter, A Turk who arrived at the Shah
Jehan from Constantinople and who sold Moslem books,
had just before complained to me about the dirt of
India, in particular about the noisome cult of betel-
chewing practised by its people. Walking through the
unsavoury alleys, I remember his frightened face when